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pounds of English money from Taj-Djehan, over and above a
thousand pounds already wrung out of her and her pilgrim
companions. This negotiation absorbed all his thoughts and
almost all his time; for the war, he left it mainly to Feys ill's
younger son, Mohammed, whose camp we have yet to visit
However, after some waiting at the door with several other
expectant visitors, we saw the worthy Nejdean arrive, in deep
conversation with his satellites. Slightly acknowledging the
salutations of the bystanders he entered the KL'hawah, and we
followed with the crowd.

After a brief question and answer, no further notice was ours
from Mohanna. He had other things to think of, and the sim-
plicity of our dress did not bespeak us persons of wealth and
consideration enough to serve for friends or booty. CorTee was
served all round as usual, and immediately after the governor
rose to go and look after the " main chance," leaving us seated
with the other guests to discuss the nature of his occupations,
and the news of the day. At the moment we were rather
inclined to feel annoyed at receiving so little notice from one
to whom we looked for help, but it was in fact a providential
event in our favour. For had Mohanna brought his cunning
and rapacity to bear on us, which he certainly would have done
under ordinary circumstances, there would have been little
likelihood of our reaching Ri'ad. Meanwhile we had nothing
for it but to return home, whither some respectable townsmen
now accompanied us, and from the tone of their conversation
we soon learned to think that Mohanna had done us his best
favour by neglect

However, the main difficulty remained unsolved, and all our
enquiries about companions for the Nejdean road proved utterly
fruitless. For three days more we questioned and cross-ques-
tioned, sought high and low, loitered in the streets and by the
gates, addressed ourselves to townsmen and Bedouins, but in
vain. At last we began to understand the true condition of
affairs, and what were the obstacles that choked our way.

The central provinces of Nejed, the genuine Wahhabee,
country, is to the rest of Arabia a sort of lion's den, on which
few venture and yet fewer return. " Hada Nejed ; men da-
khelaha f ma kharaj," " this is Nejed, he who enters it does
not come out again," said an elderly inhabitant of whom we had